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And as it is a thing that lovers have by fits,

Under a palm I heard one cry as he had lost his wits,

Whose voice did ring so shrill in uttering of his plaint,

That I amazed was to hear how love could him attaint.

'Ah, wretched man/ quod he, 'come death and rid this woe;

A just reward, a happy end, if it may chance thee so.

Thy pleasures past have wrought thy woe without redress;

If thou hadst never felt no joy, thy smart had been the less.*

And reckless of his life, he gan both sigh and groan:

A rueful thing methought it was, to hear him make such moan.

'Thou cursed pen/ said he, *woe worth the bird thee bare;

The man, the knife, and all that made thee, woe be to their.share.

Woe worth the time and place where I so could indite,

And woe be it yet once again, the pen that so can write.

Unhappy hand, it had been happy time for me,

[f, when to write thou learned first, unjointed hadst thou be/

Thus cursed he himself, and every other wight,

Save her alone whom love him bound to serve both day and night

Which when I heard, and saw, how he himself fordid,

Against the ground with bloody strokes himself e'en there to rid,

Had been my heart of flint, it must bave melted tho;

For in my life I never saw a man so full of woe.

With tears for his redress I rashly to him ran

And in my arms I caught him fast, and thus I spake him than;

* What woful wight art thou, that in such heavy case

Torments thyself with such despite, here in this desert place?'

Wherewith as all aghast, fulfilled with ire and dread,

He <ast on me a staring look, with colour pale and dead:

*Nay, what art thou/ quoth he, 'that in this heavy plight

Dost find me here, most woful wretch, that life hath in despite?'

CI am/ quoth I, *but poor, and simple in degree;

A shepherd's charge I have in hand, unworthy though I be/

With that he gave a sigh, as though the sky should fall,

And loud, alas, he shrieked oft, and * Shepherd* gan he call,

'Come, hie thee fast at once, and print it in thy heart,

So thou shalt know, and I shall tell thee, guiltless how I smart/

His back against the tree, sore feebled all with faint,

With weary sprite he stretcht him up, and thus he told his plaint:

'Once in my heart/ quoth he, *it chanced me to love

Such one, in whom hath Nature wrought, her cunning for to prove,

And sure I cannot say, but many years were spent,

With such good will so recompensed, as both we were content.

Whereto then I me bound, and she likewise also,

The sun should run his course awry crc we this faith forgo.

Who joyed then but I? who had this worldes bliss?

Who might compare a life to mine, that never thought on this?